


Rougeul, apparently, is not one who leans. He looks like a piece of bent 
cardboard. 

“Stroke your head.” Rougeul’s fingers skim his head as if it belonged to 
someone else. “No! Stroke your hair, for heaven’s sake! You have good 
hands. Why don’t you want to stroke your head? There! Now move your 
hand lightly over your hair. ” 

Manina, testina (little hand, little head)—Fellini always gives a noun 
its diminutive. When one hears this often enough, one is surprised to find 
oneself imitating the mannerism. 

It would seem, now that he is satisfied, that Fellini would let Rougeul 
finish his lines without asking for more gestures. But predicting something 
of Fellini is enough to guarantee the opposite. “Exhale the smoke through 
your nose.” 

Now he’s really asking for trouble. After several vain attempts, Rou- 
geul asks edgily: “But can one really see smoke on film?” 

“Of course! I want two nice smoke moustaches,” Fellini says, rather 
surprised, I think, though not really angry, that someone has stood up to him 
for once. 

After ten cigarettes the moustaches are perfect. As the stagehands start 
noisily moving the furniture and the moustaches have already gone to join 
the past of this shot, none of the elements of which are any longer in place, 
Rougeul coughs heartily, and remarks to no one in particular, “I stopped 
smoking two months ago.” 
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